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advanced, as they had been ordered, to meet them, having pro-
vided themselves with a little boat which was close by the shore.
Her majesty, followed by her attendants, left the coach, and
stepping on a small point of land, entered the boat, and was soon
rowed to the yacht, which lay at Gravesend waiting for her.
The master, whose name was Gray, had not the slightest sus-
picion of the rank of his royal passenger, who found lady
Strickland, with a group of her other faithful servants on the
deck, looking anxiously out for her and the prince. Mary
Beatrice was certainly more fortunate in her choice of friends
than her lord, for there were no instances of treachery or in-
gratitude in her household. AH her ladies loved her, and were
ready to share her adversity, and many, from whom she required
not such proofs of attachment, followed her into exile. Her high
standard of moral rectitude had probably deterred her from
lavishing her favours and confidence on worthless flatterers, like
the vipers king James had fostered. The tnae-hearted little
company in the yacht, who had prepared themselves to attend
their royal mistress and her babe to France, were a chosen few,
to whom the secret of her departure had been confided; namely,
the lord and lady Powis, the countess of Almonde, signora
Pelegrina Turinie, bedchamber woman, and lady Strickland of
Sizergh, sub-governess of the prince of Wales. Lady Strickland
and signora Turinie had started from Whitehall after the depar-
ture of their royal mistress, and performed their journey with so
much speed that they reached the yacht at Gravesend before her.
After a stormy and perilous voyage, the queen, her babe, and
attendants landed safely at Calais on Tuesday, December XL
The governor of Calais would have received the fugitive queen
and her son with royal honours, but she begged to remain in-
cognita. She had sent St. Yictor to apprize king James of lier
safe embarkation; and she now wrote a touching letter to
Louis XIY., appealing to him for sympathy and protection. She
proceeded on the 13th to Boulogne, where she remained in
agonizing suspense, awaiting tidings of her royal husband. Here
she received the agitating intelligence of the king's ill-judged
attempt to leave the realm with sir Edward Hales, and that
he had been stopped, robbed, and ill-treated by a gang of fifty
desperadoes, from whom he was rescued and brought back to
London, where he was most affectionately received by the people.
Mary Beatrice and the little prince then advanced to Beauvais,
where she received the welcome tidings that king James had left
England and landed safely at Ambleteuse, a small port near
Boulogne.